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To my mother, Yvonne Mason, 


my unspeakable star 


And the end of all our exploring 
Will be to arrive where we started 
And know the place for the first time. 


T. S. Eliot, “Little Gidding” 


depreciation 


my father bought 
my parents’ wedding 
rings 
at the Pleasantburg 
Gun & Pawn, 
borrowed. 
symbols 
from somebody 


else's marriage 


fifteen years later, 
he pulled up to 
that same 

pawn 


shop, hocked 


that same ring, 


he needed 
cash 
for drinks 


with his mistress 
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1saac 


in may 1 sip 

from the palm wine 
chalice 

and carry the sticks 

to my own 

self 

sacrifice 

dirty and lame 


for miles 


suckling a tree 
i think of eve 
and am hungry 


again 


soul food 


making love on a southern 
twosday 

afternoon 

while the notes from 

joes blues piano snuck 

under the doorway and under- 
neath our sheets 

i watched my red fingernails 


press into your chest 


makin’ biscuits 
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Alpen evening 


dusk drips 
slow 
and cyanic 
into the cupped 
hands 
of the valley 
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“Brunnenburg” 
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parallax 


we watched honey d ri p 
from God’ eyelids 
onto the floor, 
parallel 
to gravity, passing our 
fingertips through the stream, 
touching them to our 
tongues 


in prayer 
while 


the poetry on the walls 
peeled off in 

strips, 
rearranging the context 
of our lives, 

exposing 
our tarpaper history 


and we 


—in the cool, wet 
silence 
of happiness—swam 


unsuspecting 


when Vesuvius erupted, 
it took only 

minutes 
for Pompeii to 

dissolve 


into nothingness 


(it never stood a chance.) 
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compas Ss 
true North 


is wherever 


you are 


18 


geography 


i wake reaching 
for you, speaking 
to you, surprised 
at my inability 
to locate you 


in the darkness 


he said: why 

cling to the 
geography of love? 
but i am finding it 
impossible not to 
as you are 

5,061 miles 

aWay 

aud geography 

is as close 

tu proximity 


as we have 
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20 


in memoriam 


for E.P. on the anniversary of his death 


the hollow click 
of unsteady 

marble 
like so much 

bone 
on bone as i walk 
over dead Catholics 
on San Michele 


and i think how 
heavy 

the monk's soul 

must be whose job 

it is to snuff out each 
night 

the candles lighted 

ex voto in 


San Giorgio 


sp ark 


laboring salty in the 
mechanical dawn, your fingers 
on my wrists spanners 


tossed into the cogs of fate 


once you showed me the hatbox 
containing all your stopped watches, 


all the compasses set awry by your nearness 
each morning, before opening my eyes, 

i could smell you—the smoky aluminum, 
the bloody iron, like waking in a foundry 
and i would remember the story you told 
at dinner parties about being struck 


by lightening as a child 


even God couldn't keep His hands off you 
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“Prague” 


Margaret Mason Tate 


perennial 


i dreamt 

of Prague 
again, 

saw your face 

in a bookstore, 

gave you my 
address 


in the nddrazi 


why is it 
that sleeping 
alone 
after only 
one night with you 
is so much harder 
than sleeping 
alone 
after one year 
with another? 


waking in your 
absence 

i remember 

the unforgiving 
astringency 


of departure 
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the papers say 


his tiny body 

was dragged out to 
sea 

as he sat, pink 

and happy, 

constructing drip- 
castles 


on the Rimini shore 


his mother 
is pictured, fat 
tears 
dripping off sallow 
cheeks, and i 
consider the 
irony 
of weeping 


for the drowned 


fragment 


the ochre 
prophesy 
of yearning, of 
coming to terms 
with the 
gravity 
of longing for 
you: as heavy 
on my breast 
as the 
memory 


of your body 
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faith crisis 


the last time 

1 was in 

your bed, 
Carolina 

humidity pushed 

its way between 

us like a child 

awakened in the 

night by fever 


dreams 
now 


my mother 

writes me 

frantic: 
i have dug the 
nativity 
out of storage 
and—seems like— 
i have misplaced 


the Baby Jesus 


in this 
our first 
change 
of seasons 
i consider 
the palpable 
paradox 
of resistance 
and submission 
that allows for 


the shift, reminded 


of our own beginning 


i write my mother back: 

we have three 
weeks 

to find Him, and 

the baby Jesus 

always turns up 
just 

in time 
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Old Town 


the blind opera singer on the Old Town 
side of the King Charles Bridge 

reaches a grateful hand out to touch 

each benefactor who makes her cup 

sigh with pity, even the spiteful 

little boys who toss in pebbles, 

trying to trick her, delighting in her poverty 


(as if she does not know the difference) 


when she sings “ave maria” up to margaret, 


i know she has seen the face of God 


“King Charles Bridge” 
Margaret Mason Tate 
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coup d'état 


only the twenty 
(or so) 

raindrops 
that make ir 
to the floor 
of the 

Pantheon 
can know the 


satisfaction 


that ido 


zen timber 


lumbering past 
Ether Steeds 

weary clutch & 

bone china floor- 
boards 

we sing 

and laugh 

at the man watering 


a dead poplar 
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N 
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“Blodgett Garage” 


Emily Threlkeld 


Franklin Mill 


my mama was born second 
and fire- 
headed 
measured her childhood in mill shifts 
and Bible verses 
in a house with not enough bedrooms 


or light to read by 
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to my late period 


i suppose i scared 

the britches right off that 

old gal in the next stall 

in the ladies’ room 

at the SavMor 

when i let out a rebel yell 

after seeing your droplets of red 


swirl in the commode 
thank you for coming, girl 


take off your coat and stay 


awhile 


morningtime 


your lips 

on my clavicle 

were cold from 
march 

but familiar 


to wake up to 


thick hand 
on my hip 
and cottee 


brewing 


good morning 
tu you 


Too 


t(here) 
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South Carolina. She has been writing since the age of two, 
when she was able only to dictate stories and poems to her 
parents. When she was three years old, her mother gave 
her a small album in which she could choose anything at 
all to include. She included a portrait of Mary holding 
Jesus, a magazine clipping of Elvis Presley, a small depic- 
tion of William Shakespeare, and a candid photograph of 


her mother. 


She has lived her life accordingly ever since. 


2008 ALLEN BUNN CHAPBOOK CONTEST WINNER 


“Margaret Mason Tate focuses on her materia poetica 
with laser~beam intensity. Her chapbook title, (t)here, 
suggests the complex logistics in her best work: are 
we'‘here’ or ‘there’? Her poem, ‘coup d'etat, juxtaposes 
the speaker's joy (‘here’) with classical Roman history 
(‘there’). Tate has read canonical poets carefully—very 
impressive for an undergraduate. Privately, I've de- 
scribed her as ‘a freakin’ genius. Publicly, I'll say that 
she's already a redoubtable ironist and imagist. Check 
out her splendid, mid-length last poem, ‘Beginning Sort 
of Place, if you want proof; one mark of her genius: 
that she ends her chapbook with a ‘Beginning’!”’ 
—James Reiss 


“Nearly Sapphic in its economy of line, Tate's work 
operates in that formidable tradition of art that places 
the senses above all else: the clasping of flesh in love- 
making, the weeping of a bereaved mother the synes- 
thesia of the natural world colliding with the optical.” 

—John Williamson 
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